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Cause 
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It was a dark and rainy night in Munich. Paul was sitting alone in a pub, because the others had already left. He 
wanted to stay a bit longer for a few more drinks. The only people there were the bartender, a woman who 
was writing a letter and a guy with sunglasses and a long coat. The coat-and-sunglasses chap suddenly said to 
Paul, "Aren't you a bit lonely? Wanna have some company?" 

"No | don't. Now do me a favour and piss off" 

"Ha, you're rude aren't you?" the coat-and-sunglasses guy asked and put his hand on Paul's upper leg. 


Paul pushed the hand away and answered, a bit angrily, "Only to people, who won't leave me alone." 


‘Interesting... l'm Josh, by the way. Wanna tell me your name?" 

"Listen, | don't know who you are or what you want and | don't care. Now please leave me alone!" 

Josh put his right hand on Paul's knee and smiled. "You don't know what you're talking about.” 

"You're fucking creepy.” 

"You are hot, you know." Josh looked again at Paul, who was wearing his fishnet t-shirt, put his face near 
Paul's ear, and whispered "How about we two go to another place?" 

"LISTEN, | ALREADY TOLD YOU TO FUCK OFF! WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU?" “All right, l'm sorry. 
Listen, I'll buy you a drink and then I'll leave you alone, all right?" Josh suggested. 

Paul sighed "Well, all right." 

"Would you tell me your name, please?" 

"Yeah. Paul." 

"And your surname?" 

"That's none of your business. I've gotta go take a piss," Paul lied. He just wanted to get away from that creep. 
When he came back there were two drinks on a table. Paul quickly drank his and tried to stand up, but all of a 
sudden, he got a dizzy feeling and had to sit back down, 

Josh asked, "Need some help?" 

"No, | don't" 

"I think you should let him help you. | mean, you've been very rude to him and he was nice enough to buy you 
a drink," the woman with the letter said. Josh grabbed Paul and helped him stand up. Then he helped him out 
of the pub and into the dark night. 


By now, the dizzy feeling had progressed, making feel Paul even weaker. He felt himself pressed against a car 
and Josh kissing him. Paul bit his teeth his together, but soon felt Josh's tongue in his mouth. It became even 
worse when Josh grabbed Paul's hands, sliding them into his trousers. Paul managed to free himself from the 
kiss and yelled "NO! NO STOP!" 

"Don't act like you don't want this.. | mean, look at you.. you're asking for it," Josh grinned, undoing Paul's 
leather jacket and taking it off. He licked his lips when he saw Paul's exposed upper body and started to lick it, 
making Paul shiver in disgust when he felt the saliva on him. "Why is this all happening to me? What did | do 
wrong?" he thought. Josh started to kiss, bite and lick his neck. Josh then took out a knife, saying, "Get on your 
knees and suck it" This was the point where Paul passed out. He was actually happy that he did. The last thing 
he remembered was the woman saying, "You've been very rude to him and he was nice enough to buy you a 


drink." 


He woke up in a back alleyway. His hair was messy and his sight was blurred. Searching his jacket as he tried 
to remember what had happened, he found a note. It read, "I had a lot of fun with you yesterday. Sadly, you 
passed out. It didn't stop me, though. Call me someday, so we can have fun again" There was also a phone 
number. 

As he realised what had happened to him, he threw the paper away, got himself to a phone booth, and rang 
the police. 

"| need help. I've been raped." 

"Are you serious?" the policeman asked. "You're a man" 

"Yes, | am, but he put something in my drink and.” 

"Well if you're not strong enough to defend yourself.” 


"But please." 

"Listen, young man. We will have to do some interrogations. But please tell us about it" "Okay, well.. this guy 
called Josh.. He put something in my drink | couldn't defend myself | passed out at some point" "Okay what's 
his surname?" the policeman asked. "| don't know. He just said he's called Josh.." Paul answered, almost crying. 
He heard a sigh and then the policeman said "I'm sorry but without any further information, we can't do any 
investigation" 

"FINE THEN!" Paul yelled and rang off. He stumbled across the street to the hotel where he and the others 
were staying. Joe and Mick were tuning their guitars and Topper was lying on the bed, playing with a tennis ball 
When Paul walked in, Joe asked, "Hey, where have you been the whole night?" 

Ignoring him, Paul walked past him into the bathroom to look at himself in the mirror. Bite marks everywhere; 
scratches on his back. He turned on the shower, but once it was running, didn't want to step under the water. 
Leaning against the bathtub, he began to sob and shake, the shower covering the sound of his crying. He didn't 
want to imagine the things that Josh had done to him while he was passed out. He turned off the water, 
grabbed a razor blade and held it against his veins. Then he shook his head and cut into his upper arm, deep 
into the flesh, wanting to see the blood. He saw it drip down his arms and the weird numb feeling disappeared. 
For a brief moment, this pain made him feel better. Everything that had happened just seemed so unreal and 
weird. This one cut, brought him back to reality. It was almost a relief. Then, he put the blade back, took off 


his clothes, and stepped into the shower under the now-cold water. 


To be continued. 


Consequences 
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Consequences 
Waking up. 


For Paul, waking up was the hardest challenge. He wasn't able to sleep through the night. His mind constantly 
reminded him of what had happened yesterday. He wished he could talk with the others about it, but they'd 


probably turn away from him. The numb feeling was in all of his limbs. 


Paul walked into the bathroom, searching for the blade. It seemed so pointless. He made the first deep cut. The 
pain brought him back. Second cut. Reminded him, he was alive. Third deep cut. Reminded him of the horrific 
experience he had survived. Blood was dripping into the sink. He put on a long sleeved shirt; even if it was 
about five hundred degrees (Mick had said that, as a joke, when they'd arrived). They had a show that evening. 
Did he want to go? No. Did he have to? Yes. 


Joe asked "Hey, me and Tops and Mick are going outside. Wanna come too?" 
"Rather stay here." 

"You sure?" Joe asked again. Paul nodded. 

"Hey, are you all right? You look like you're afraid of something." 

"s none of your business. I'll stay here, all right?" 


"Mmm.. All right, but if there's something bothering you.. I'm always here to listen, okay? And isn't it a bit hot 


for a long-sleeved shirt?" 


Paul glared at him, but Joe only shrugged and walked out the door. When he'd gone, Paul went back to bed, 
burying his head in a pillow. He cried a bit, without noticing, and eventually fell asleep. When he woke up, he 
stared out of the window. "It's time to try and call the police again." he murmured to himself. "But maybe, the 
same will happen.. They won't listen to me and I'm the one who feels bad because of that. But maybe l'm 
luckier this time.. Yes.. After all what I've been going there shoud be a bit hope left." 


He walked to a phone booth again and dialled the police. A policeman picked up and asked, in German, "Hallo, wer 


da?" 


"l." he gulped. What was he supposed to say? The policeman from yesterday had obviously been able to speak 
English, but this one couldn't. 


"Hallo?" 

Paul starred at the phone. He couldn't speak German. A few words maybe, but not enough to tell what 
happened. 

"Es.. tun mich leid." he rang off. 


Giving up, he walked down the street, berating himself. "I'm a fucking coward.. I'm a fucking coward.. Maybe | 
did deserve it.. Of course.. | couldn't defend myself.. | was too weak. That's why | deserved it.." 


Lost in self-loathing, he walked straight into someone heading the other way. He gasped as he recognised the 
other man. Could it be.? HIM?! The man said, "Are you okay.. Hey, its you again!" laughing as he caught sight 


of Paul's face. 
"No..L-leave me alone!” Paul yelled. 
Josh grabbed his arm. "I missed you!" He kissed Paul, forcing his tongue into Paul's mouth. 


He screamed in this progress. He flinched and panicked, asked himself why no one helped him. Josh put his 
hands on Paul's crotch, grinning. 

Paul shoved Josh roughly away and punched him into his stomach. He wouldn't make it so easy for him this 
time. Josh hold his stomach, grinned and said, "Oh, you're playing brutal, eh? | can do that, too!" He pressed 
Paul against a wall, his hands on Paul's waist. He searched in his pocket and found a cloth. With an evil almost 
sadistic laugh he covered Paul's face with it. Paul could smell the scent of chloroform, making his limbs feel 


heavier. Tears were streaming down Paul's face, as he slowly lost consciousness. 


Suddenly Paul woke up in his hotel room. No one was around. It was just a horrible dream. He stood up and 
walked into the bathroom, the only hideout he had, and spilled water on his face. He punched the wall, fist 
smashing into the tiles, releasing his anger. He soon regretted it though, since his knuckles started to hurt. He 
hadn't thought about this until now - what would happen if Josh found him again? What would he do? He felt 
numb again. Two questions echoed in his head, if Joe, Mick or Topper found out what had happened, what would 
they do? And what consequences would it have if Josh found him? 


Joe might have said he could talk to him about anything, but this - this was something he couldn't talk about. 


To be continued... 
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Confession 


It was the evening of their next show. Paul felt sick; he didn't want to go outside, but he went anyway. Nothing 
that happened would stop him sticking by his friends. Topper noticed how strangely Paul was behaving, 
sometimes missing notes, or forgetting which song they were playing. His mind was obviously somewhere else. 
Topper decided he would confront Paul a bit it, after the show. After several encores they went to the 
dressing room and Topper asked, "Are you okay?" 


"What? Why?" 


"| don't know.. the last time you talked to us was, | dunno, yesterday. Afterward, you started ignoring us and 


hiding away. Is something wrong?" 
"No.." 


Weeks passed; day by day, things got worse. Paul was haunted by horrible nightmares. And even though he 


showered for an hour every day, he never felt like he was clean again. He still felt dirty. 


None of it went unnoticed Mick noticed, Joe noticed, and they were worried about it. "What do we do? | mean, 


Paul, he's just.. so isolated." Mick said thoughtfully, chewing on his lower lip. 


"I think | heard him crying in the bathroom yesterday." Joe said. He'd heard or at least thought he'd heard, 


Paul scream, "Why me?" while the shower was running. 

Paul meanwhile was lying on his bed, trying to sleep. Exhausted shadows were under his eyes. He hadn't slept 
for a long time; hadn't eaten, either. He reckoned is appetite was gone forever. His arms were covered in scars 
now and he was afraid someone would see them. 

Joe appeared behind him. "Paul, we're all worried about you. Please talk to us. Or just me. Please.” 


"Joe... I'm all right, mate." 


"No, you're not all right. And you know it. Stop lying to us." 


‘lm okay!" Paul yelled, annoyed now, and stormed away. He was angry. Angry at everyone; angry at Joe for not 
leaving him alone; but mostly, angry at himself. He'd let this happen to him. And he knew he wouldn't survive 
like this. With each day, the thoughts of what happened and what could happen next were crushing him. That 


Josh was still out there somewhere and might go after him. 
He should end it right here. 


He walked past Mick, who tried to talk to him, but his voice seemed too far away to be real. Mick followed him. 
He wanted to talk to Paul. 

As Paul walked into the bathroom, everything that had happened that evening replayed in his head. Josh's 
telling him he'd been asking for it. He felt guilty, as if it really had been his fault. Taking his razor blade in his 
hand, he cut his veins. Finally, he felt some sense of relief as the blood slowly dripped. He closed his eyes, 


tears streaming down his face, while he had a slight sign of a smile. No more nightmares. He could finally sleep. 


Mick saw it and screamed after Joe and Topper. They rushed to him. Joe shouted something while pressing a 
towel to the cuts. The others carried Paul to the bed while Joe worked on making the bleeding stop. Eventually, 
Paul calmed down and the bleeding wasn't as bad anymore. 


"What's wrong?" Joe asked flatly. 


Paul stared at thin air. He gulped, turned to the other side, trying to find the right words. 
"s all right, take your time," Mick said calmly. 


After what felt like hours, Paul started to talk. "I been." He took a deep breath. It was hard to confess 


something like this. It was hard to look at his friends and saying those three words at the same time. 
Its all right. If you aren't ready yet." 
"No, Tops.. | got to say it.. | been.. raped." he gulped. 


The reactions were nothing like Paul had expected. Topper hugged him, Mick caught hold of his hands, and Joe 
asked, "Why didn't you tell us earlier?!" 


"Dunno.. thought if you found out, you wouldn't think much of me anymore.. thought you'd not want me 


around...” 


"How could you think that? If | ever meet the cunt what did this to you." Joe, at a loss for words to express 


his anger, gave up and punched the wall. 


"Right... listen, Paul, listen to me. The first thing you need to know is, it wasn't your fault. You didn't ask for it. 
It was his fault and no one else's. You got to stop blaming yourself. And second, try not to think about it too 


often, if you ain't got to, it won't help. And this is the important one.. don't let it destroy you. We need you," 
Mick told him. 


Paul had a lump in his throat. Topper hugged Paul again and whispered "we're here for you..” 


That was Paul's breaking point. He sobbed uncontrollably, shaking in fear, letting out the emotion he had build 
inside of him, while feeling the comforting heat of his mates. 


But he felt like it wasn't over after all. 


To be continued! 
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Recovery and Revenge 
No one slept that night. While Paul told them how it had happened, they sat on the bed with him, Joe had an 
arm around his shoulders. He would sort things out for Paul - no matter how much it cost him. No one would 


do a thing like that to any of his friends. 


When the next morning arrived, everybody was tired. Joe looked at Paul and asked "Are you.. feeling any better 
now? You know, now that you've talked about it?" 


"| guess so." Paul answered, but to Joe, he still sounded a bit unsure. "I'm hungry.. aint eaten much for, | 


dunno, two or three days." 


"We could go out and get something to eat.. Wanna come with us?" Topper asked carefully. Paul didn't answer 
nor did he give any kind of reaction 


"You're not ready yet, are you?" 

"Not really, Mick.. | spose | could at least try." 

"We don't want to force you.." Joe said, but Paul put on a jacket and smiled as well as he could 

"Lets go then!" he said, exhaustion clear in his voice. 

It was a sunny day, perfect enough that it felt like nothing bad could happen. Joe watched Paul as he looked 
around, seeming more than a little paranoid. He stood closer to Paul, protective, as they got themselves 
sandwiches to eat while walking. 

"D'you remember what the bastard looked like?" Mick asked suddenly. 


"Why?" Paul asked in reply. 


"If the police won't help you, we're going to get your own back for you." 


"You ain't got to do that." Paul murmured. 


"Of course we do," Joe replied staunchly. He looked at Paul, who was chewing on his cheese sandwich, and 


reached out to touch his arm, but felt the way Paul flinched. 


"Paul. is something up with your arm?" Joe asked carefully, not wanting to say anything wrong. Without a 
word, Paul pulled back his sleeve just far enough to show the scars. No one said anything. They understood. 


They spent almost the whole day outside talking together. They even managed to make Paul laugh. It was 
almost night when Paul suddenly said, "Guys... thanks." 


"Paul." 


I'm so glad that, you, Mick and Topper still think I'm all right. | was disgusted by myself ‘cause of what 
happened." 


"Don't worry. No matter what happens, you're still our mate, okay?" Mick assured him. 


Detouring off to the side of the road, they sat down together in a little pub. They ordered pints and were well 


into it, talking together, when someone brushed close past them and Joe saw the way Paul suddenly fell silent. 


Joe looked at the man He was wearing a long coat and sunglasses. "Paul.. Is this..?" Joe asked, and Paul nodded. 


"Mick, Topper.. You guys leave with Paul. | got something to do." 

"Right," Mick said, "okay." 

After they'd left, there weren't many people in the pub, only the bartender and a woman writing a letter. Joe 
acted as if he were extremely drunk and sat next to the coat-and-sunglasses chap. "You seem lonely. Fancy a 
bit of company?" 

"Yeah, why not? What's your name?" 

"Joe.. Yours?" 


"Josh. Can | buy you a drink?" 


Joe nodded. Josh said a few words in German to the bartender, and as he spoke, Joe watched every movement 


and didn't miss the moment Josh slipped some pills into his drink 


They talked a bit. Joe made sure his words came out slurred, he pretended to drink, but poured what Josh had 
ordered him out onto the floor under the table, before standing and acting as though he were dizzy. 


"Should | help you?" 


"Yeah, please.. don't feel too well.." 

Josh helped him outside. Joe felt himself pressed against a car, and knew it was time to act. He punched Josh, 
making him gasp in surprise, then dove into his pocket, pulled out his wallet and showed Josh a picture of Paul. 
Angrily, he demanded, "Do you know him?!" 

"N-no?" 

"YOU FUCKING LIAR!" Joe grabbed Josh by the neck. "YOU BLOODY WELL DO! WHY DID YOU DO THIS TO HIM?!" 
"|. | COULDN'T RESIST." Josh screamed back in fear. 

Joe immediately dropped to dangerous levels of quiet. "You couldn't resist? You raped him.. because you 
couldn't resist? | OUGHT TO DO YOU IN, BECAUSE | CAN'T RESIST! DO YOU EVEN REALISE WHAT YOU DID? YOU 
SCARED HIM FOR LIFE! | DON'T KNOW IF | SHOULD CALL THE POLICE OR BEAT THE CRAP OUT OF YOU!" 
"P-please stop." Josh begged in a whisper, and Joe laughed, though there was nothing amused in his tone. 

"Did you stop when Paul asked you to? Why should |?" 

"Because you're better than me!" 

Joe kept his fist drawn back for a moment, then relaxed his hold on Josh, but only to shift his grip. He 
dragged Josh to the bar counter, shoved him into the hard wooden edge, and said, "Somebody call the police. 
This guy right here is a fucking rapist.” The woman put down her letter and the bartender grabbed for the 


phone, never taking his eyes off Joe and Josh. Soon, two police cars arrived and took Josh with them. 


Satisfied with himself, Joe went back to the hotel. Mick and Topper were already asleep; Paul was still awake, 
staring at the wall. 


"The police got him," Joe said, half-casual. 

"You didn't have to do that for me," Paul said. 

Joe lay next to him and hugged him from behind, only noticing when his fingers brushed Paul's wrist that Paul 
was wearing a short-sleeved shirt. He ran his fingers over Paul's scars and new anger built inside him. "I 
should have killed that cunt." 


Paul's mind, though, was nowhere near Josh. "Will it ever be normal again?" he asked, sounding lost. 


Joe thought for a moment. Then he nodded. "Yeah. Don't worry. I'll fix you again. Everything that's broken can 


be fixed again. We should sleep now. Tomorrow's going to be a long day.’ 


"Joe?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Please.. stay here." 
"course | will" 


They fell asleep arm in arm, Joe vowing that he would do anything to make Paul feel better. To make the 
aftershock less horrifying for Paul. 


THE END 


